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CHAPTER I.

In Search af Gold.

thing breed in the
I v3 deserts of southern California

-s-ome of tbem beautiful,
some 'of tbem symbolic of

endless uutl terrible thirst
There are three thirsts In this world:

That for wealth; tbe one for life; great-
est of all. the thirst for love.

The Brat mid tbe last expression of
our civilization Is the locked door, and
from the time the primal carenter
laid down his tools arid went within
hi rude bouse tbe door bas stood for
all. time a defense and an
In the long vista of life we find many
Nicked door and Kates door to hap-- ,

Itfnesa, to life and to lore.
fancy to yourselves thirsty men

knocking with seared knuckles on
these doors. Then realise that sooner

later experience tells them that they
Mtanot enter without a key. "Who

, JhoMa the 'master key' to all these lock-
ed doors?" we cry.
.This was the silent question in the

hearts of two men, wearily struggling
through tbe, sage brash toward the
harp ridges of tbe San Jacinto moun-

tains in southern California.
"I wonder." said Thomas Gallon, flu-

ttering his snide, "whether
we will ami that gold-t- be gold the
Indians told us about-- Yes, 1 must' And that gold."

"You don't seem to realize that yon
liave a partner." snarled Wllkerson.
"You are always talking about I I I.
Haven't I got a share in this? Ilaven't
I Aug up money? And yet yon don't
Mjfeoi to think that I've any concern in
th'bi matter."

"JSl-eos- e me. partner." said the other
SUM, Axing his dim gaze on tbe moun-
tain. "I'm always thinking of that girl
Of mine. You know sbe's in school, and
she's got to have a good education, and
I've got to work to pay for it Kxcuse
me, partner; you know 1 did not mean
it that way, but when I remember her
mother" He broke off abruptly, and
both men stopped.

"tier mother?" asked Wllkerson.
"Yea. her mother." choked Gallon.

"Tit irl deserves tbe beat there Is in
ttttfe .world. I'm alt she's got. and. by
heaven" be shook bis flst toward
the distant bine hills "she shall have
it if 1 hare to tear that mountain apart' He
with my finger nsils," c

"Well.- - twld Wllkerson
"lefs camp. I'm thirsty."

Tbey stopped in the shade of the fal-l-

plume of the Yucca and made tbelr
litUe Ore for coffee, but before the
1tta was well started Wllkerson
picked op the water bag and took a
tew drink. His suddenly
Jiasbed Ui anger. '

"aky, partner," he said sternly, "that
wnr baa to Ink us clear to tbe moun- -

' Wllkerson Sung bis head back and
"Why worry? Don't you see

Sighed.i there on San Jacinto peak?
creeks down every ravine

and gulch."
i toftfttttly Gallon's eyes dulled. He

seemed to once wore subside into a
dream.

Tbew' where they said tbe gold
was." be muttered. "In one of tbem
micbee np there. Gold! Gold! Say.

we'll get that gold, but we
most save tbe water. I didn't mean
any haras, partner, for calling you
down for drinking that water, but I've
got to get that gold."

Wllkerson once more reached for the got
water and took a long draft

"1 gueas this will last till we reach tell
those foothills," he said. But hi com-pnalo- n

paid no attention to hltu. stol-
idly preparing their slender meal of
coSee and bean.

When tbey bad eaten Gallon
iy motioned to Wllkerson to clean' up lot
too Ctp and then silently started up

."I sever beard of finding gold by
bis partner muttered te

btmself. "Let tbe old man dig around
gr bo wants to." And once on

he yielded to bis physical doatres.
(or sleep.

.steadily trvdead around tbe
iwlat tbe stream as beet be

on til be knew that be was abso- - the

- - - - - - - - - -
.i'i ' i r.r.i

lutely alone. Chance, the master of us
all, delights In strange freaks. Now at
this moment, when be felt hatred in his
heart for tils partner, when he knew
that be had come on his final quest
with a weakling to coddle alone, Mis
tress Chance laid her quick linger on
him and "Herer

He beard that light whisper and
dropped his gaze to tbe ground. A mo-
ment later he was

at tbe of rock that
threw its sharp shadow down the hill.

turned In his
sleep.

"I wonder where the old man Is." he
mutteied to himself. "lie's always
prowling round o' nights."

What was that figure slinking around
the bluff? in ids partner's
attitude as lie stopped directly in the
full sheen of the made him
pause.

"He's got he thought
"Why does he not come down to

Vfes.

I

i

Pulled Out His Revolver and Fired
at the Man.

camp? I think I'll see." So he wrap,
ped himself in bis blanket again, but
hU eyes were open and turned on bis
partner.

A few momenta Inter Gallon came to
camp, heavy footed, as If half asleep,
dropped his hammer and kicked the
Are to a blaze.

"If I had a proper
would be coffee for me," he sald-l- to
tone loud enough to reach the sleeper.

"What's the matter, old pal?" asked
drowsy.

"Ob. said Gallon. "I just
(bought you might have left some cof-
fee."

"Did not find did yda, part-
ner?" asked

"Nopey; nothing doing. Gueee those
Indians did not give we the right
hnneh."

Wllkerson turned, over as If once
more goiug to sleep, but hie eyes were
epeu, and he saw Gallon marking
down some notes on a piece of paper.

"Old you ay tbe Indians did not
give you the right huucb?"
asked "How often have I

to tell you we're partners. I be-
lieve if you got a strike you wouldn't

me. Are we partners or not?"
"Yea; we're partners all right I

haven't found
"What was that stuff you bad in

your hand?" asked drow-
sily. "You're always bringing in a

of dirt and looking it over, but I
notice you kind of keep that dirt In
yonr hand.''

mora yielded to bis
physical desire for sleep, but was
awakened by tbe barking of a coyole

tbe bfif.' lie raised him-

self and let out a euese against the de-
stroyer of bis sleep. Then tie swiftly
realized that Gallon was still
sitting by the flreaMe, writing. with

same stub pencil
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"That's my pencil," he thought dully.
"There Is not another pencil In lUis
desert .How can I write to Dolores If
Old Man Gallon walks cT"

He took out of hla pocket a worn
leather wallet and drew out tbe pic-
ture of a woman, whose calm, cold fea-
tures, unadorned by the photographer's
art, were appealing to tbe man,of bia
appetites.

He looked at this a moment and
then all tbe morbid Are in bis blood
flamed toward his heart Love, life
and happiness depended upon tbe pos-
session of gold. Therefore, with this
Ore in his heart Wllkerson suddenly
pot that absolute thirst for gold which
traverses deserts, which bas killed
more iieople than tke armies of Eu-
rope.

And in his sudden access of physical
desire for gold In order to attain this
woman he rose to his feet." and there
came upon hla face a swift expression,
stealthy but determined.

He put the photograph away and.
pnutberlike, stole Into the shadow un-

der the bill and toward the man who
had beeu ills partner, .but whom be
was resolved to kllL He crept along,
taking all precautions againat disturb-
ing a single pebble, until be stood over
Gallon, and In tbe full moonlight be
saw that Gallon was drawing tbe plans
and marking the locations of a mine.

"How far," he thought forcefully to
hlmself,"'baa the old man gone What
gulch Is this? What place Is this? He
baa found tbe gold, und I'm going to
have it!" He still watched the pencil
and saw him trace in rude letters:

"This will make you happy."
That moment Gallon saw Wllkerson

amillng at him.
Smile and tears, sorrow and laugh-

ter have made this world what it H,
and tbe smile on tbe stiturnlue visage
of Wllkerson stirred Uallou to his
depths. Did Wllkerson know? Had
Wllkerson seen? Was Hutb to lose the
gold that he had found after ell these
years? Wllkerson hud iteered over hla
shoulder. Wllkerson! Wllkerson! Wll-

kerson ! There must le no Wllkerson!
He pulled out Ids revolver and fired
st tbe man smiling at him from the
shadow. V

Wllkerson emptied bia revolver at
tbe old man. Hut Gallon' trained eye.
backed up by bis overmastering jpas-- .

aioit, had directed his weapon too sure-
ly. ' Wllkerson realized that bia ene-
my's bullet bad gone home.

Still with tbe blood lust In bis heart
Gallon pulled out the picture of a little
girl and passionately kissed It

"You look like your mother, Ruth."
he whispered.

Hut while be was yielding to this
queer tenderness his former partner
was struggling to bia feet-diz- zy with
pain, absolutely cowed" try the sho-- of
finding himself physically helpless, yet
driven by Instinct to find other human
beings. Where were they? There viw
no sound on the desert except the
rustling of tbe dry leaven of the
yuccas and tbe murmur of the cactus
as It died of drought He was really of
two minds. One deelre wus to find the
location of tbe gold. The other was to
save bia own life and assuage tbe bit
ter fast whk.-- be knew meant death.

At last be stumbled to hla feet and
peered across the wist veiled i alley,
far away be aaw a light Gathering
all bis strength, he started toward it
for it held out to him tbe prosiect of
help for bis physical Injury, aud as he
Huge red hi revolver lie feverishly
dreamed of finding Gallon and so
aveuglng himself.

Under the stars be tramped on. As
men see their real world in miniature
and their Ideal world mauniOed. as we
all do, tbe moon, flooding its light
down upon bis putb. did not appear
within bis range of vision, it was
only the little pin points of stars in
the purple black sky that he discerned
and in tbe tnldat of this ttrauiiueit as
if bortsOitf bail been obliterated, he
saw a Military twinkling light, which
meant a human habitation

"HI get him yet." he muttered thick-
ly. Tbe mere act of artimhitc speech
died in bis throat He realized that be
bad no water, and tbe overpowering
tbtret burned in bis very marrow.

"1 cant make it," be thought to aim- -

eeu. "i.aiion has got tbe best ef
ue. He round that place and made
the plan and fooled me" He nnln
fully lifted hla clinched hands toward
heaven and cursed vehemently until
bis corses faded Into a perfect delirium
ef mad dream. Far away on the hill
tne coyote barked dismally.

No longer stealthily 4lke a man olh
eaaed, bnt with one desire, he Mm

gletl down the Mil and out upon the
mesa, vet tnere was still In til eyes
hu tne innumerable stars, and he coukl
not bis dlrectiou in hie mind, for
to his accentuated sight they all up
pea red Drllltant and peculiar Thus be
got lest

At times, in moments when the dead
If thirst wblcb parched hla throat al-

lowed blm to drink, he saw tbe one
rHmmertng light which marked tbe
piece where be knew Gallon bad gone,
Miles and hours become to blm as
nothing, yet finally through his shar-ene- d

semes he smelted water, and as
too Ban was rising over Ban Jacinto
mountain he fell five downward Into

at ream. Some Instinct tokl him that
town were built on bills; that conse-
quently to find the town he should go
upstream. So be struggled, stemming
the curtent. dragging his feet bis left
band clinched Into tbe folds of til
shirt over the wound. In his heart
was still smoldering tbe flame which
In the fulness of his physical strength
bad been hatred of his partner.

"I'll get him yet" be muttered.

CHAPTER II.

"You are under arrest."
lit away oh the same dimly lit
desert another man wats seek-
ing the same light Thomas
Gallon had realized that he

was a murderer. What would happen
to Ruth If he were convicted of kilting
his partner? This was tbe thought
which drove' blm on onward toward
tbe tittle speck across tbe mesa. Ca ro
les of tht cactus, of tbe sagebrush, ab- -'

soiutely unmindful of tbe little Bul-

lies made by last year's rains, be
tramped steadily onward, and as he
did so there, waa formulated In hla
mind a plan not only to aave the gold
for bis daughter, but to save her
father's honor.

It Is true oMtghta and Ideals that the
farther you follow tbem Ute fainter
they grow, and It waa with astonish-
ment that Thomas Gallon suddenly
found himself In tbe street of Valle
Viata.

There Is a lot of silent Influence In
the mere sight Of closed doors. Gallon
looked down tbe street and every door
was closed except one. No bospltalltyt
One single sign showed that law and
order, always vigilant held their sway.
He staggered en toward tbe green
light which marked the sheriff's office.
In there he found an alert deputy.

"Who are you?"
"I am Gallon." he said firmly. "The

outlaws have got my partner and near-
ly got me!"

Tbe deputy looked at him shrewdly
a moment and seemed satisfied. An in-
stant utter be was on bis feet buckling
on bis belt and revolver, ami in a sec-

ond Instant be had brushed his way
pust the old miner ami was bawling
out into what apparently was a vacant
street Gallon dimly beard his call.
Bis one thought was to play his part
to tbe end. Would these men find by
accident hi gold? A moment later a
curtain on tbe saloon across the street
waa lowered and the door opened.

"What's tbe matter?" yelled a half
drunken fellow, reeling out

"if atlas is out again!" cried the den--

3ty. "Get the sbertff. Tbey have got
fellow's partner." Then he turned

to Gallon authoritatively and said,
"How much did you haver"

"Nothing." said Gallon. "We did not
strike anything, but they thought we
bad." '

But' with a quick gesture the deputy
grasped Gallon's wrist and opened bis
bond, disclosing a nugget "Wtiere did
you get this?" he asked.

The old man stared down stupidly at
that warm bit of gold. He had carried
""" .
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"Get your hortof, boys."

it clear across tbe mesa, emblem of bia
thirst symbol of hla undying desire,
lor the moment be did not know what
to answer. Then he recovered himself
aud said quietly, "I was going to- "- lie
paused a moment and looked straight
Into the eyee of (be man opposite him.
"I was going to save all I had."

"If that's all you bad Matfaa did net
get much, and be is considered a pret-
ty smart fellow." was tbe curt- re-
sponse. "Here comes the sheriff."

In the west their ordinary speech la
deeds, not words Appeared other men
and then the bulky figure of the sher.
Iff. This man wasted no time In

but quickly roared, "Which
way?"

"At tbe foot of 3an Jacinto moun-
tain, oh the upper level." Gallon sum-
mered.

"Get yonr horses, boys," ordered the
sheriff.

It was not but a few minutes until
the poee. Gallon riding stolidly on an
extra horse, was scampering through
tbe street toward the mountains, now
alisolntely dark, as the moon had set
Sheriff Hawkins was not aware that
as they crowed a wash a panting,
groaning man was crawling on hi
belly toward the solitary light which
marked Vnlle Vtota. Nor did Gallon
dumbly riding toward the darkness
which hid the scene of his crimp, real-It-

thnt Wllkemon was within ten
yards of him as they splashed through
the stream.

Then suddenly apiwared In tbe sky a
spot of while, which spread until the
murk of the night had turned to dilute

"Well, thank God It's daylight" sold
the sheriff to Gallon, "t gnese we can
set your partner all right now." And
even as he spoke the dusk suddVnly be-
came enrtchedlty the light of tbe sun
Doing In the e.ist The moment ii
struck the brass on his pony's bridle
Gallon Involuntarily reined In. Throiiah
bio blistered lips he muttered: "Gold!
Until!"

Inquiring eyes were turned on him.
The sheriff shoved his horse over and
asked. "What gold?"

At tbe same instant came the deputy
on the other aide of him.

"Say, chief, be says there was nn
gold."

A sinewy arm reached out and tools
Gallon's gun away from him, "1 tbluk
I better keep thK" said the sheriff, his
dark countenance growing stern.

So this cavalcade made its wny
through the fresh California dawn
until there was n sudden break in thn
mesa. The deputy throw out his hand
"There are n hundred gulches in these
mountains. Which one Is It pardneri"

At the word "pardner" Gallon pulled
himself together. The glitter of tbe
brass on the liorse'R headstall and that
word. Should be tell them the location
of that gulch? The stroke of one
horse's hoof might disclose the mother
lode, and yet he had told them the out-
laws had killed Wllkerson.

His horse stumbled and threw him.
When he got up he gropingly pointed
tils bands toward the bills and mut-
tered. That way, boys that's where
they got him."- -

Half an hour later the posse wn
grouped about the dead fire, and the
sheriff was staring at a blood stained
blanket

There has been trouble," he said
abruptly. Then he turned on Gallon.

"Why is this coffee hot?" be said,
lifting np the pot The brusque tones
of the sheriff cut the silence that fol
lowed.

"I don't see your man. I don!t under--

staid this. You are under arrest for
the murder of He looked at Gallon.
and tbe old man

1
involuntarily said.

"Wllkereon."
All day tbe sheriff, with Gallon, his

arms pinioned behind him. searched
the gullies and gulches for the man
whose blood stained blanket thev had
found. The old man. taciturn as ever,
merely said, as if repeating by rote.
"The outlaws got him."

When tbe full moon had risen and
the night life of the desert had begun,
grotesque life, built of fleeting forms
and bizarre shadows, the sheriff eUda halt up the canyon.

On one side of the gulley on which
they were camped the sheriff's nun
bad built a fire. It was against a rock.
which rose whitely under the moon.
Gallon saw his chance. TTe worked
his way to the Are and In soite of tli
pain held big hands out over the blaze
until he-- felt the strands of the rope
weaken ami Anally part

A moment later he was making his
way to where the horses were tied.
He leaped upon the nearest one and
within a second was on his way down
the hill into tbe uilst which tilled tbe
valley.

But the noise of his horse's hoofs on
the rough shale Of the hillside awak
ened the guard.

"I think I will have a cup of coffee,"
be said to himself sleepily and slug-
gishly stretched himself. A moment
later he flung the empty coffeepot Into
the darkness. "Sheriff," he cried, "he's
gone!"

The sheriff lifted bis lanky form as
If by a single movement "Who's
gone?" be yelled.

"That man. Gallon," replied the
guard.

"We must get him, boys!" the sheriff
said. Tbey rode to the edge of the hill
and looked down Into an iridescent sea
of mist a mere pool of curdling moon,
shine.

"He's got away from us, boy." mid
tbe sheriff. "We'll never due blm
there."

Gallon rode quickly on, no longer
seeking for a light, but for darkness,
and yet as he felt the pony quiver u'n-- I

der him he himself felt a etrange trem-- I

or Wllkerson was still alive some-- ;

where behind that veil waa bis enemy
and tbe man who knew the location of
the richest mine In all golden Califor-
nia.

Mission Street pier marks the point
on tbe San Francisco water front where
sooner or later every one In this work!
passes, and among the multitudes
strange, subdued and unsubdued by
the tremendous forces which make our
civilisation, Gallon found himself abso-
lutely unobserved in this throng he
was as be hoped to be. Berthed at
the pier was a steamship, quartermas-
ters at the gangway, and a sign bung
on tbe rail saying, "We sail at 0.-4-

p. m."
When he reached hie cabin Gallon

stealthily took out from bis pocket a
folded paper and looked at It He laid
It on tbe white covering of the bunk
and onee more dipped Into his jaeket
This time it was the picture of a girl.

"I will aave it for you," be murmur-
ed to himself. Tbe bare room held

hilt one movable article of fnrnlture-- a

chest of strange workmanship hii
redolent of alien lands Gallon !!ed over and pulled at the ltd It nu.
open to his touch, and he uw men .

strange conglomeration of article A

Idol lay there, inanimate, but luipoi
tant He picked It up. and as be did -
one of Its coral eyes fell out

To him it was a Minister omen, nn
he stared ror a moment clnichlnu
bis breast Then he gave way to tn
hysteria of the bunted and tbe butinteo

"I don't know whose god yon are
he mattered, "bat if you must have it
-t- ake It" And Into the open MK-ke-t

he thruat the paper that held tht se
cret of his mine.

That sleep which Is like fl shot In thr
heart overtook Gallon before the Viinti
Clara was well to see. He was mwhr
ened from it by the sound of an alter
cation.

"You've got to put bark-t- o port"
said a voice in an ugly tone.

There was a fnailade of shots, and
then tbe deck beneatb him tilted liw
ly. Tbe chest olid down tbe deck to
ward shore. Gallon locked the chest,
dragged It cross the sill and then
looked back to see au enormous wall
of water This wall crumpled, faded.

"You are under arrest for the murder
of"

yet left him breathless. What was tbe
matter? Then he saw huge columns
of smoke pouring out from the after
part of the ship. It was not the in-

exorable und avenging sen, but Are.
He saw the boats go over the side. He
saw two men struggling In the tops-- yet

it was n dream, nis consciousness
held but two facts one the chest that
contained tbe secret of bis mine, the
other the key that had locked within
that strange and alien depository the
picture of a little girl.

Six hours later a heavy sea drove a
piece of wreckage up the crumbling
beach beneath a cliff on the Oregon
shore. On It was a man brine drench-
ed, almost unconscious, but still able
to crawl beyond the reach of the fin-

gering breakers, clutching a key. It
was Thomas Gallon.

He sa( down and stared at the burn-
ing ship be had left Dimly be remem-
bered those strange numbers tbat
marked the position of that vessel
flaming to destruction far out on the
horizon.

137, 23 west; 31. 27 north.
But how to remember tbem? How

to keep thli precious information in
his bead. Ills groping fingers fonnd
the key. A moment later be was
scratching the numbers on its soft sur-
face.

"This." he said .through bis salt
parched lips, "Is the master key." He
stared up at tbe blue sky, and then
bowed bis bead In utter weakness.

"If Wllkerson Is alive he knows.
Every day le the same. When can I
find the secret of 'The Master Key?"

Thomas Gallon then picked up bia
letter file and dully looked over its
contents.

"Funny," he thought to himself.
"that tbat engineer tout I wrote to
Drake about bas nut turned up." He
fumbled the letter uncertainly, but tbe
name caught bis eye John Dorr.

At that very moment the motor stage
chugged slowly into camp, and a tall,
heavily built man .swutfg down Into
the street, suit vase in band. He look-- 1

ed about him with a trained eye. He
saw tbe opening or a mine upon the
hill the trestle crawling toward tbe
dump, tbe pump house all tbe para-- '

'pbernalla of iu active mine, but he
also perceived tbat the stamp mill was
silent

"I'll bet they've loet the lode I" be
thought to himself. He turned to a
miner who was parsing and aaked,
"Where la Mr. Gallou?"

"Up tbere In tbat bungalow," was
the reply.

John Dorr straightened himself up
and went quietly up tbe acclivity, until
tie finally arrived before a typical Cali-

fornia house. To but great astoulsti-meu- t
a slender, fair haired girl con-

fronted bim. Instead of the brusque,
rude miner be had been led to ex.
pect be would meet on bis arrival at
"Tbe Master Key."

"I'm John Dorr," be said awkwardly.
"I came to see Mr. Gallon. 1 am the
new, mining engineer."

Ruth looked at him critically. He
was nothing like tbe Men she was
used to. His clothes were good. He
fairly breathed soap and water, and.
his very apparent strength glowed be-

neath a dear, smooth skin and well
proportioned limbs. Then she met bis
eyee in frank admiration.

"I'll call father," she said, but sho
still, hesitated. That gentle pause
brought .the blood to John Dorr's face.
He realised that this was' a moment
be would always remember.
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